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The time of the story: about 1875 Hie
placet TTie Texas cow country. The chief
character: Buckley Duane, a young man
who has Inherited a lust to kill, which he
nippreeses. In solf-dcfen- he shoots dead

n. drunken bully and 1s forced to floe to
the wild country where he Joins Bland's
outlaw band. Euchre, an amiable rascal,
tells him about Jennie, a young girl who
had been abducted and sold to Bland for a
toad fata. They detormlne to rescue the
girl and restore her to civilization. Eu-ch- ro

has Just roconnoltercd, and Is re-
porting the outlook to Buck. Euchre is
killed. Buck kills Bland and Is danger-
ously wounded by Mrs. Bland, but es-
capes with Jennie. Jennie Is abducted.
Duck never sves her again, but kills her
abductor. Dunne baroly nncapen death at
trio hands of lynchers for a crlmo he nov-4- r

committed. He Roes to seo Captain
MacNrlly of the Ilangors, who hands him

pardon on condition that he Join tho
Rangers and assist In breaking up the
Outlaws. Duane accepts and rocs to tho
outlaw headquarters on a secret mission,
lie meets Colonel Longstreth, mayor of
Falrdale, ar ' Miss Bay Longstreth and
ber cousin, ltutn. There Is something
auspicious about Longstreth.

CHAPTER XVII Continued.

Miss Longstrcth roso wliltc as her
Dress. Tlio young women present
Btnrcd In astonishment, If thoy wcro
not equally perturbed. There wcro
cowboys present who suddenly grow a
Intent and still. By these things
Duuno gathered that his appenranco
must bo disconcerting. Ho was pant-
ing. Ho woro no hat or coat. Ills
big gunshcuth showed plainly at his
falp.

Sight of Miss Longstrcth hnd an
unaccountable effect upon Duane. Ho
ttas plunged Into confusion. For tho
moment ho saw no ono but her.

"Miss Longstrcth I catno to
search your house," panted Dunne.

"Search my houso 1" exclaimed Miss
Longitreth ; and red succeeded tho
White In her checks. Sho nppcarcd
astonished nnd angry. "What for?
Why, how daro you I This i tnv
frarrantablo I"

"A man Bo Sneckcr assaulted
and robbed Jim Lnrnmlc," replied
Dunne, hurriedly. "I chased Snecltcr
Hero saw him run Into this house."

"Uero? Oh, sir, you must ho mis-

taken. Wo hnvo seen do one. In tho
absence of my father I'm mistress
here. I'll not permit you to search."

Lawson appeared to coino out of his
astonishment 116 stepped forward.

"Itay, don't bo bothered now," ho
aid, to his cousin. "This fellow's

Making n bluff. I'll scttlo him. Sco
fccro, mister, you clear out!"

"I want Sncckcr. He's here, nnd
ftn going to get him," replied Duane,
luletly,

"Bah I That's all a blufT," sneered
Lawson. V'l'm on to your game. You
Jtjst wanted nn excuso to break In
here to sco my cousin again. When
fou saw Ui6 company you Invented
that excuse. Now, bo off, or it '11 bo
Iho worso for you."

Duano felt his face burn with n'
lido of hot blood. Almost ho felt
that ho was guilty of such m6tlve.
Bad ho not been unablo to put tills
Ray Longstrcth out of his mlud? I
There seemed to bo scorn In her eyes
feow. And somehow that checked his
wnbarrassment,

"Miss Longstrcth, will you lot mo
(enrch tho houso?" ho asked.

"No."
"Then I regret to say I'll do Bo

without your permission."
"You'll not daro!" sho flashed. Sho

tood erect, her bosom swelling.
"Pardon mo yes, I will."
"Who aro you?" Bho demanded, sud

Senly.
"I'm a Texas Rnnger," replied

.Duane,
"A Texas Itangorl" sho echoed.
Floyd L&wson's dark faco turned

sale.
"Miss Longstrcth, I donVt need war-

rants to search houses," said Duane.
"Tin sorry to annoy you. I'd prefer
to hnvo your permission. A ruffian
kfl tnken rofugo horo In your
father's house. He's hidden Bomo- -

where. May I look for hlra?"
"If you nro Indeed a ranger."
Duane produced his papers. Miss

Longstrcth haughtily refused to look
kt them.

"Miss Longstrcth, I'ro como to
jaako Falrdalo a safer, cleaner, better
Maco for women and children. I don't
wonder at your resentment. But to
JJoubt mo Insult mo. Sorao duy you
way bo sorry."

Floyd Lawson mndo a violent mo
Ion with his hands.

"All stuff I Cousin, go on with your
party. 111 tako n couplo of cowboys

niS go with this this Terns Hunger,!'
"Thanks," enld Duano coolly, ns ho

lyei Lawson. "Perhaps you'll bo able
I, find Sncckcr quicker than I could."

"What do you mean?" demanded
Lawson, and uow be grow livid. I'M
Sently ho was a man of quick pas- -
jlOHS,

"Don't quarrel," Bald Miss Long'
trtb. "Floyd you go with him.

rlcRso hurry. I'll bo nervous till
too man's found or you'ro sure there's
vt ono."

They started with several cowboys to
Kerch tho houso. Ik struck Duano
more than forcibly that Lawson tried
to keep In the lead. It was Duano who
Veered Into u dark corner and then,
with a gun leveled, Bald "Como outl"

Ho came forth Into tho flaro a tall,
lm, dark-face- d youth, wearing som

ttrero, blouse and trousers. Duano
Hollared him before any of tljo others

uM move nnd held tho gun closo
Mough to make him shrink. He
9mil Into Dunne's face, then Into

that of the cowooy utx to him, then
Into Lawson's and If ever In Duane's
life ho beheld relief It was then. That
was all Duano needed to know, but
ho meant to And out more If ho could.

"Who ro you?" asked Duane, quiet-
ly.

"Bo Sncckcr," ho said.
"Itnnger. what 11 you do with him?"

Lawson queried, as If uncertain, now
the capture was made.

"I'll sco to that," replied Duane,
and ho pushed Sncckcr In front of
him out Into .the court.

Duane had suddenly conceived tho
Idea of taking Sneckcr before Mayor
Longstrcth In tho court.

Wlien Duane arrived at tho hall u
where court was hold thero wcro
other men there, n dozen or more, and
nil seemed excited; oyldcntly, news of
Duano had preceded him. Longstrcth
sat at a tnblo on n platform. Near
him sat a thick-se- t grizzled man, with
deep eyes, and this wus Hunford
Owens, county Judge. To tho right
stood a tall, angular, yellow-face- d

fellow with a drooping sandy mus-tnch-o.

Conspicuous on his vest was
hugo silver shield. This wus

Oorscch, ono of Longstrctli's sheriffs.
Thero wero four other men whom of
Duano knew by night, several faces
woro familiar, and hulf u dozen
Btrangers, all dusty horsemen.

Longstrcth pounded hard on tho
table to bo heard. Mayor or not, ho
was unablo at onco to quell tho ex-

citement. Grudunlly, however, it sub-

sided, and from tho last few utter-
ances boforo quiet wus restored
Duano gathered that ho had Intruded
upon Bomo kind of a meeting in tho
hall.

"What 'd you break la hero for,"
demanded Longstreth.

"Isn't this tho court? Aren't you
tho mayor of Falrdalo?" Interrogated
Duane. His volco was clcur and
loud, nlmost piercing.

"Yes," replied Longstrcth. Llko
flint ho seemed, yet Duano felt his
intenso interest.

Tvo arrested a criminal,"' Bald
Duane.

"Arrested a criminal!" ojaculntcd
Longstrcth. "You? Who nro you?"

"I'm a ranger," replied Duano.
A significant silence ensued.
"I chargo Sncckcr with assault on

Laramlo and attempted robbery If
not murder. He's had a Bhudy past
here, as this court will know If it
keeps a record."

"What's this I hear nbout you, Bo?
Get up and speak for yourself," Bald
Longstrcth, gruffly.

Sneckcr got up, not without a fur- -

tlvo glnnco at Duano, and ho had
shuffled forward n few steps toward
tho mayor. Ho hnd tin ovll front, but
not tho boldness even of a rustler.

"It ain't so, Longstreth," ho began,
loudly. "I went In Lnramlo's placo
for grub. Somo feller I novcr seen
boforo como In from tho hall an' hit
Laramlo nn' wrastlcd him on tho floor.

went outv Then, this big ranger
chased mo nn' fetched mo hero. I
didn't do nothln'. This rangor's hnnk-orl- n'

to arrest somebody. Thet'B my
hunch, Longstreth."

Longstrcth said something in an
undcrtouo to Judgo Owens, nnd that
worthy nodded his great bushy head.

"Bo, you'ro discharged," said Long
streth, bluntly. "Now tho rest of you
elenr out of hero."

Ho absolutely Ignored tho ranger.
That was his rebuff to Duane his
slap in tho faco to nn interfering
ranger service If Longstrcth was

"That's a Lie, Longstreth."

crooked ho certainly had magnificent
norvo. Duano almost decided ho was
abovo suspicion. But his nouclm-Innc- c,

his nlr of finality, his authorit-
ative assurance theso to Duuno's
keen and practised eyes wcro in Blg- -
nlflcant contrast to a certain tense-
ness of lino about tho mouth and a
slow pallug of his, olive skin.

Then tho prisoner, Snccker, with a
cough that broke tho spell of ullonco,
Bhuflled a couplo of steps toward tho
door.

"Hold on l" called Duane. The call
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halted Sncckcr, as If it had been a
bullet

"Longstrcth, I saw Snccker nttnek
Laramie," said Duane, his volco still
ringing. "What has tho court to suy
to that?"

"Tho court has this to say. West
of the Pecos wo'll not aid any ranger
Bervlce. Wo don't want you out here.
Falrdalo doesn't need you."

"That's n He, Longstrcth," retorted
Duane. "I've letters from Falrdalo
citizens all begging for ranger serv-
ice."

Longstrcth turned white. Tho veins
corded at his temples. Ho appeared
about to burst into rage. Ho was at

loss for quick reply.
Floyd Lawson rushed In and, up to

tho table. Tho blood showed black
and thick In his faco; his utterance
was incoherent, his uncontrollablo
outbreak of temper seemed out of all
proportion to any causo ho should
reasonably havo had for anger. Long-Rtrct- h

shoved him back with a curso
and n warning glare.

"Where's your warrant to arrest
Sneckcr?" shouted Longstrcth.

"I don't need warrants to mako
arrests. Longstrcth, you'ro Ignorant

tho power of Texus Bangers."
"You'll como nono of your damned

ranger stunts out here. I'll block
you."

That passlonnto reply of Long-
strctli's was tho signal Duano hnd
been waiting for. He 'hnd helped on
the crisis. Ho wanted to forco Long-streth- 's

hand und show tho town his
stand.

Dunno backed clear of everybody.
"Men I I call on you all I" cried

Duane, piercingly. "I call on you to
witness tho arrest of a criminal pre-
vented by Longstrcth, mayor of Falr-
dalo. It will bo recorded In tho re-

port to tho Adjutant-Genera- l at
Austin. Longslrcth, you'll never pre-
vent another arrest."

Longstrcth sat white with working
Jaw.

"Longstreth," snld Duane, in n volco
that carried far and hold those who
heard. "Any honest citizen of Falr
dalo can now seo what's plain. In
tho two yenrs you'vo been mayor
you've novcr arrested ono rustler.
Strange, when Falrdalo's a nest for
rustlers! You'vo nover sent a prison
er- - to Del Bio, let nlono to Austin.
You havo no Jail. Thero havo been
nlno murders during your office
lunumcrnblo street-light- s and hold-up- s,

Not ono arrest 1 Thero havo been law
suits in your court suits over wntcr--
rlghts. cattlo deals, property lines.
Strnngo how in theso lawsuits you or
Lawson or other men closo to you
wero nlways involved l Strango how
It seems tho law was stretched to
favor your Interest I"

Duano paused In his cold, ringing
speech. In the sllenco, both outsldo
nnd Insldo tho hall, could bo heard
tho deep breathing of agitated men.
Longstrcth was indeed a study. Yet
did ho betray anything but rago at
this interloper.

"Longstreth, hero's plain talk for
you and Falrdalo," went on Duane,
"I don't recuse you and your court of
dishonesty. I say strango t Law hero
has been a fnrco. Tho motlvo behind
nil this laxity Isn't plain to mo yet,
But I call your hand I"

CHAPTER XVIM.

Duano left tho hall, elbowed his
way through tho crowd, nnd went
down tho street. He was certain that
on tho faces of somo men ho hnd seen

wonder nnd satisfaction
no hud struck somo kind of a hot
trail, and ho meant to 8co whero It
led. It was by no means unlikely
that Ohcscldlno might bo at tho other
end. Duano controlled a mounting
eagerness. But over nnd anon it was
shot through with a remembrance of
Ray Longstrcth. Ho suspected iter
father of being uot what he protended,
Ho was troubled.'

Upon returning to the inn ho found
Laramlo there, apparently nono tho
worse for his injury.

"How aro you, Lnramlo?" ho asked.
"That was n good, crack Sncckcr gavo
you."

"I .ain't accusln' Bo," remonstrated
Laramie, with eyes that raado Duano
thoughtful.

"Well, I accuse him. I caught him
took him to Longstrctli's court. But

they lot him go."
Laramlo appeared to bo agitated by

tills intimation of friendship.
"Sco hero, Laramie," went on

Duane, "In some parts of Texas it's
policy to bo close-mouthe- Policy
and health-preservin- Between our-
selves, I want you to know I lean
on your Bldo of tho fenco."

Laramlo cave a quick start, Pre
sently Duano turned nnd frankly met
his gate. Ho had startled Laramlo
out of his habitual sot taciturnity:
but oven ns ho looked tho light that
might havo been amaze und Joy faded
out of hla face, leaving it thb samo
old mask. Still Duane had Been
enough. Llko a bloodhound ho had
n scent.

"Talking nbout work, Laramlo,
who'd you say Snccker worked for?"

"When lie works at all, which sure
ain't often, bo rides for Longstreth.'

"Humph I Seems to mo that Long- -
strcth's the wholo circus round Fair-dal- e.

I was surprised to hear somo
ono say Longstreth owned the Hope
So Joint

"Ho owns considerable property
hereabouts," replied Laramie, con-
strainedly.

"Humph again I Lnramlo, llko every
other fellow I met in this town,
you'ro afraid to open your trap about
Longstrcth. Get mo straight, Lara-
mlo. For causo I'd throw a gun on
him Just ns quick as on nny rustler
In Pecos."

"Tnlk's chenp," replied Laramie,
making light of his bluster, but tho
red was deepe; in his fncc.

"Sure. I know Hint," Dunno said.
"And usually I don't talk. Then It's
not well known that Longstrcth
owns tho Hqpo So?"

"Reckon It's known in Pecos, all
right But Longstrctli's name isn't
connected with tho Hopo So. Blandy
runs tho place."

"Thnt BInndy. His fnro game's
crooked, or I'm a locoed bronch. That
Hopo So place ought to be run by a
good fellow llko you, Lnramlo."

"Thanks," replied ho; nnd Dunno
Imagined his volco n llttlo husky.
"Didn't you henr I used to run it?
I built tho place, owned It for eleven
years."

"Well, I'll bo doggoncd." It was
Indeed Duano's turn to bo surprised,-an- d

with tho surprlso enmo n glim-
mering. "I'm sorry you'ro not there
now. Did you sell out?"

"No. Just lost tho place."
Laramlo was bursting for relief

now to talk, to tell. Sympathy had
mndo him soft "It was two years
ago two years last March," he went
on. "I was In a big cattlo deal with
Longstreth. We got the stock an'
my share, eighteen hundred head,
was rustled on. I owed Longstreth
Ho pressed me. It enmo to n law-

suit an' I wns ruined."
It hurt Duane to look nt Lnrnmle.

He was white, nnd tears rolled down
his cheeks. Dunne saw the bitterness.
tho defeat, tho agony of tho man.
But the reason ho did not openly nc-- 1

cuso Longstreth, tho secret of his
reticence und four theso Duane
thought best to try to lenrn nt some
later time.

"Hard luck I It certainly was
tough," Duuno said. "But you'ro n
good loser. And the wheel turns!
Now, Lnrnmle, here's what. I need
your advice. I've got a little money.
But before I lose It I want to Invest
some. Buy somo stock, or buy an
Interest in somo rancher's herd.
Sure you must know a couple of men
above suspicion."

"Thank God I do," ho replied,
feelingly. "Frank Morton nn' Si
Zlramer, my friends nn neighbors nil
my prosperous dnys, nn' friends still.
You can gamble on Frank an' SI.
But if you want advice from me
don't invest money in stock now."

"Why?"
"Becauso nny new feller buyln'

stock these dnys will bo rustled quick
er 'n ho enn say Jack Robinson. The
old ranchers nro wlso an' sore.
Thnv',1 fli.hr If thnv. "

ci -

"Wlint?" Dunne put in as ho
paused. "What 'd mako them light?"

"A leader!"
"Howdy thar, Jim" boomed a big

voice.
A man of great bulk, with n ruddy,

merry face, entered tho room.
"Hello, Morton," replied Laramie.
"I'd lntroduco you to my guest here,

but I don't know his name."
"Haw! Haw I Tiiet's all right. Few

men out hynr go uy ineir rignt
names."

"Say, Morton," put in Duane, "Lar
amlo gavo mo a hunch you'd be a
good man to tie to. Now, I'vo a llttlo
money nnd before I loso it I'd liko to
invest it in stock."

Morton smiled brondly.
"I'm on tho squnre," Duano sold,

bluntly. "If you fellows novcr size up
your neighbors any better than you
havo sized mo well, you won t get
nny richer."

It was enjoyment for Duano to
mako his remarks to theso men
pregnant with meaning. Morton
showed his plcasuro, his interest, but
his fnlth held aloof.

"Wal, stranger, to como out flat-
footed, you'd bo foolish to buy cattlo
now. Better go back across tho Pecos
whero tho rustlers nln't so strong."

"All I hear lb rustlers, Morton," re
plied Duane, with Impatience. 'You
see, I haven't ever lived long in a
rustler-ru-n county. Who heads tho
gung, anyway?"

Morton looked nt Duano with a cur
iously amused smile, then snapped his
big Jaw ns if to shut in impulslvo
words,

"Look here, Morton. It stands to
reason, no matter how strong theso
rustlers are, how hidden their work,
however Involved with supposedly
honest men they can't last. There
aro a lot of men around Fulrdale who
'ro afraid of th'elr shadows afraid to
bo out after dark afraid to open
their mouths. But you'ro not ono,

What you need out hero is somo new
blood. Savvy what I mean?"

"Wal, I reckon I do," ho replied,
looking ns If a storm hnd blown over
him. "Stranger, I'll look you up tho
next tlmo I como to town.'

Then ho went out
Laramlo had eyes llko flint striking

lire. Ho breathed a deep breath and
looked around the room beforo his
gazo fixed again on Duane.

"Wal," he replied, speaking low.
"You'vo piched tho right men. Now,
who in tb hell nro you?"

Beaching Into tho insldo pocket of
his buckskin yest Duano turned tho
uning ouu a aiur-sHuiw- u ungui mivcr
object flashed as ho shoved it, pocket
and all, under Jim a hard eyes.

"Ranger 1" ho whlspored, cracking
tho tablo with his fist "You sure
rung true to me."

"Laramlo, do you kuow who's boss
of this secret gang of rustlers here
abouts?" asked Duane. bluntly. It

wan cnaractcrlfitlc of him to come
sharp to the point. His voice some-

thing deep, ensy, cool nbout him
seemed to steady Laramlo.

"No," replied Laramie.
"Docs anybody know?" went on

Duane.
"Wnl, I reckon thero's not ono hon-

est nntlvo who knows."
"But you hnvo suspicions?"
"Wo hnve,"
"Hnvc you any Idea whether Chcscl-dln- o

nnd his gnng nre nssoclntcd with
this gun hero?"

"Lord knows. I'vo nlwnys suspect-
ed them beln' tho snmo gang. Nono of
us ever seen Cheseldlno nn' thct's
strnngo when Knell, Poggln, Pan-hnnd- lo

Smith, Blossom Knnc, nnd
Fletcher, thoy all ride hero often. No,
Poggln doesn't como hero "often. But
tho others do. Fer thet matter,
they're around nil over west of tho
Pecos."

"Now I'm puzzled over this," said
Duane. "Why do men apparently
honest men seem to bo so close-mouth- ed

here? 'Is thnt a fnct, or only
my Impression?"

"Itls sure n fnct," replied Lnramle,
darkly. ''Men havo lost cattlo nn'
property In Fnlrdalc lost them hon-
estly or otherwise, as hasn't been
proved. An' In some cases when they
tnlked hinted n little they wns

Lawson Staggered Backward.

found dend. Apparently held up an'
robbed. But dead. Dead men don't
talk I Thet's why we'ro close-mouthed- ."

Tho ranger was about to speak
again when tho clatter of hoofs In
terrupted him. Horses halted out
In front, nnd ono rider got down.
Floyd Lawson entered. Ho called for
tobacco.

If his visit surprised Laramie ho
did not show any evidence. But Law-so- n

showed rago as he saw the ranger,
and then a dark glint flitted from tho
eyes that shifted from Duano to
Laramie nnd bnck ngnin. Duane
leaned easily ngnlnst the counter.

"Suy, thnt was a bad break of
yours." Lawson said. "II you come
fooling nround tho ranch again
there'll bo hell."

It seemed strange that a man who
had lived west of tho Pecos for ten
years could not seo In Duane some
thing which forbado that kind of talk.
It certainly was not nerve Lawson
showed; men of courage were seldom
Intolerant. With tho matchless nervo
thnt characterized the great gunmen
of the day there was n coot unob- -
truslvo manner, a speech brief,, almost
gentle, certainly courteous. Lawson
wns n hot-heade- d Loulsianian of
French extraction; n mnu,' evidently,
who hnd never been crossed In nny
thing, nnd who wns strong, brutal,
passionate, which qualities in tho face
of a situation like this made him
simply n fool.

"You'ro right. But not the kind
you think," Duane retorted, hla volco
sharp and cold.

"Ray Longstreth wouldn't stoop to
know a dirty blood-trnck- er llko you,"
said Lawson hotly. He did not seem
to have n deliberate Intention to rouso
Duane; tho man was simply rancor
ous, Jealous. "I'll call you right,
You cheap bluffer 1 You four-flus- h 1

You damned Interfering, conceited
ranger I"

"Lawson, I'll not tako offense, be
cause you seem to bo championing
your beautiful cousin," replied Duunc,
ic slow speech. "But let mo return
your compliment You'ro u line South
enter 1 Why, you'ro only u four-flus- h

a cheap bull-heade- d rustler 1"

Duane hissed tho last word. Then
for him thero wne tho truth In Law-
son's working pusHlon-blackcne- d fuco,

Lawson Jerked, moved, meant to
draw. But how t.low I Duuno lunged
forward. His long arm swept up,
And Lawson Btaggcrcd backward
knocking table and chairs, to fall
hard, In a half-Bittin- g posturo against
the wall.

Don't drawl" warned Duano.
"Lnwson, git away from your gun 1"

ollca Lnramle.
But "Lawson was crazed with fury,

no tugged at his hln. his fnen corded
with purple welts, malignant, murder- -
ous. uunnc kicked tho gun out of
his hand. Lawson got up, raging, and
rusued out

Laramie lifted his shaking hands.
"What 'd you wing him for?" ho

wnlled, "Ho was drawin on von.
Kickitv men llko him won't do out
hero."

"That bull-heade- d fool will roar and

butt himself with all hla ganff rigat
into our hands. He's Just tho man
I've needed to moot"

"If Lawsou's tho man you think h
Is he'll begin thet secret underground
business. Why, Lnwson won't sleep of
nights now. Ho nn' Longstrcth havl
nlways been nftcr rap."

"Lnrnmle, what nro your eyes for?"
demanded Dunne. "Wutch out. And
now hero. See your friend Morton
Tell him this gnmo grows hot To-
gether you approach four or flvo men
you know .well nnd can nbsolutclj
tmst X mny need your help.'

Then Dunno went from placo tt
place, corner to corner, bar to bar,
wntchlug, listening, recording. Tht
excitement had preceded him, nnd
speculation was rife. He thought
best to keep out of it After dark
ho stolo up to Longstrctli's ranch.
Tho evening wns warm; tho doora
wcro open; nnd in tho twilight tha
only lnmps thnt hnd been lit wcro in
Longstrctli's big sitting-room- , at the
far end of tile house. When a buck-boar- d

drovo up nnd Longstrcth nnd
Lnwson alighted, Dunne wns well
hidden In the bushes, so well screened
that he could get but a fleeting
gllmpso of Longstreth as ho went in.

rFor all Dunno could see, ho nppenred
to be n cnlm nnd quiet mnn, intense
bencnth tho surfnee, with nn nlr ol
dignity under Insult. Dunne's chance
to observe Lnwson was lost They
went into the house without speaking
nnd closed the door.

At the other end of tho porch, close .

under a window, wns nn offset be-

tween step nnd wall, nnd there in
the shndow Dunne hid. So Dunne
wnltcd there In tho darkness with
patience born of many hours of hid-
ing.

Presently a lamp was lit; am?
Duano heard the swish of skirts.

"Something's happened surely,
Ruth," he henrd Miss Longstreth sny,
anxiously. "Papa Just met mo In
the hall and didn't speak. He secmec
pale, worried."

"Cousin Floyd looked llko a
thunder-cloud,- " snld Ruth. "For once
he didn't try to kiss me. Something's
happened."

Oh, dearl Ruth, what can wo do I
Theso nre wild men. Floyd mnkes Ufa
miserable for me. And ho teases you
unmer "

I don't coll it teasing. Floyd wants
to spoon," declnred Ruth, -- emphati
cally. "Ho'd run after any woman."

"A fine compliment for me, Cousin
Ruth," laughed Ray.

I don't core," replied Ruth, stub
bornly. "It's so. He's mushy. And
when he's been drinking and tries tc
kiss me I hate him!"

Thero were steps on the hall floor,
"Hello, girls!" sounded out Law- -

son's voice, minus its usual gayety.
"Floyd, what's the mattery' asked

Ray, presently. "I never saw papa as
ho is nor you so sa worried
Tell me, what has happened?"

"We hud to submit to a damnable
outrage," replied Lawson, passionate-
ly, as if the sound of his voice aug
mcntcd his feeling. "Listen, girls; I'll
tell you nbout it." Ho coughed, clear-
ed his throat in a way that betrayed
ho had been drinking.

Duane sank deeper into the shadow
of his covert, and, stiffening his
muscles for a protracted spell of
rigidity, prepared to listen with all
ncuteness and intensity. Just one
word from this Lawson, inadvertently
uttered in a moment of pnsslon, might
be the word Duano needed for hkr
clue.

"It happened at tho town hall," be
gan. Lawson, rapidly. "Your father
antl Judgo Owens and 1 were there
In consultation with three ranchers
from out of town. Then that damned
ranger stalked in dragging Snecker,
tho fellow who hid here la tho house.
He had arrested Snccker for alleged
assault on a restauranfckeeper nnmcd
Laramie. Snccker being obviously In
nocent, he was discharged. Then this
ranger began shouting Insults. Law
was a farce in Falrdalo. The court
was a farce. There was no law. You
father was afraid of the rustlers,
hlghwnymen, murderers. Ho- - was
afraid or ho Just let them alono. He
used his ofllc to cheat- - ranchers .and
cattlemen in lawsuits. All this the
ranger yelled for ovoryono to hear,
A damnable outrage. Your father,
Ray, Insulted in his own court by a
rowdy ranger!"

"Oh!" cried Ray Longstreth, la
mingled distress nnd anger.

"Tho ranger Bervico wants to rule
western Texas," went on Lnwson.
"Theso rangers aro all a low sot
Tills is ono of tho worst of tho lot.
He's to bo feared. Ho would kill. If
your father had mndo tho least move
ho would hnvo shot him. Ho's a
eold-ncrve- d devil tho born gunman.
My God, nny instnnt I expected to
boo your fntlicr fall dead at my foot!"

"Oh, Floyd! Tho unspeakable
ruffian!" cried Rny Longstreth, pas-
sionately.

"What do you caro for tho Insinua-
tions of such a man?" said Ray Long-
strcth, her voice now deep nnd rich
with feeling. "After n moment's
thought no ono will bo Influenced by
them. Do not worry, Floyd. Tell
pnpa not to worry. Surely after all
theso years, ho can't bo Injured la
rcputntlon by by an adventurer."

"Yes, ho can bo Injured," replied
Floyd, quickly. "The frontier is a
queer pluco. Thero aro many bitter
men hero men who have failed nt
ranching. And your fnther bus been
wonderfully successful. The ranger
has dropped poison, nnd it Ml spread.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Chance for an Invention..
There nro dolls which sny "Mnrama"

nnd "Pnpa." Why doesn't someone in-
vent n golf bnll thnt will say 'fle.
nml" Indianapolis Star '
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